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Stay With Me 


by stormbornbxtch 


Summary 


"I should go." 


"Should you?" 


O®@0@0 


its just darklina fucking in the war room like they should've in episode four. couldn't think of 
a good description just like, trust me. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“T should go.” 


The words leave her lips before she can stop them. Alina doesn’t want to go, she doesn’t 
want to leave him. She doesn’t want him to stop looking at her the way he is now. Like she is 
all and she is more. Despite all the lives Aleksander’s lived, there’s been nothing but darkness 
before her. There will be nothing but darkness after her. 


His eyes are deep and all-consuming. She feels bare beneath the intensity of them. No one 
has ever looked at her like this. There have been fleeting moments with boys whose names 
she can’t quite remember at this moment that have been slightly similar. Where they try and 
look at her the way the black general is now. Their fearful gazes ended when they’d crash 
their dry, cracked lips to her own; stumbling into a messy, uncertain kiss that left her 
unmoved and unsatisfied. 


This was not that. 


There was no fear, no weariness in Aleksander’s eyes. Only certitude. 


His hand rests on her cheek, firm and soft all at once. Alina wants to melt into him. She can 
feel his power, the hum of the shadows drawing her in. She wonders how long he can touch 
her like this before her power responds and her light begins to seep through her flesh. 


Moments pass and he’s still looking at her the same. Neither his hand nor his eyes have 
wavered. She can almost see desire flickering beneath the surface. Feel the way he wants to 
pull her close and devour all she is and all she’ll ever be. 


A part of her wants him too, wants to get lost in the shadows he wields with ease. Lost in the 
darkness that makes him up. It would be so easy, it would feel so...so natural. Like everything 
else does with him. 


And it terrifies her. Terrifies her to the bone. Especially since that part of her isn’t a part at all. 
It's all. 


All of her wants him. 


“Should you?” 


His words are nothing but a gentle murmur yet his tone is thick with want. She can hear the 
tension in his throat, the restraint. It's barely a whisper but it's enough to make her sink into 
his touch. Alina doesn’t pull away despite knowing that it’d most likely be in her best interest 
if she did. But the thoughts aren't strong enough-aren’t loud enough in her mind, for her to 
listen. 


The gap is closing before she can weigh the cost of what's bound to happen. His other hand 
moves to grasp her uncovered cheek and Alina sighs at the touch. When his lips graze her 
own, a sharp intake of breath comes from her involuntarily. It’s too much and not enough. 


“Aleksander.” She breathes out, Alina isn’t sure if it’s meant to ward him off or draw him 
closer. She doesn’t even realize her hands have moved to wrap around his wrist. Holding him 
where he is. 


Whatever her intent is, doesn’t matter. The sound of his name slipping from her tongue 1s all 
sanction he needs before his lips are on hers. Soft and gentle as she gingerly grips him 
firmer. 


There’s no uncertainty, he doesn’t fumble on her lips. He kisses her slowly, languid and she 
tastes the black tea and ginger root on his lips. Everything about this moment is faultless, 
she’s never had a kiss like this. She wasn’t sure if she knew what it meant to be kissed, truly 
kissed, until now. Aleksander’s tongue coaxes her mouth open and when she grants him what 
he seeks, he slips inside with ease. 


He moves steady, it almost feels like his mouth was meant for hers. Her kiss meant to match 
his and only his. The rhythm is found instantaneously as her hands fall from his wrists to his 
waist, pulling his body closer to hers. His grip on her face grows more earnest as they blend 
into one. She can feel the power radiating from his chest into her own. The feeling pulls a 
moan from her mouth into his. 


One of his hands moves from her cheek to her hair, pulling her even closer as his kiss grows 
rougher. He turns them so that her back hits the end of the table. He wants more. Much 
more. 


So does she. 


His hands pull away from her face just as she breaks away from his waist. In perfect sync. 


For only a moment, their lips are separated. The loss of contact, of his darkness, is 
debilitating. She whimpers, eyes fluttering open as his hands slide up the back of her thighs. 
Her arms move to his neck as he lifts her so she sits on the edge of his war table. 


Alina is painfully aware of how thin her nightgown is, how little of her is covered beneath the 
flimsy fabric. Her fingers grip the silk lapels of his robe, pushing the rest of it undone. She 
peers down at the exposed skin, seemingly smooth despite a few stray cuts. Beautiful. Just as 
beautiful as the rest of him. 


Her eyes travel back up to meet his and she realizes they’re at equal height now. 


For once, Alina feels like his equal. 


Her breathing has grown slightly ragged as she moves her hands even further beneath the 
fabric. Aleksander tenses, for only a moment underneath her soft touch. She moves to 
remove the robe completely, letting it fall to the floor behind him. Allowing her to seem him 
fully in the light. 


He’s marked by war. Centuries of it. 


Gingerly, she traces the healed scars on his chest. Old and new. Her heart lurches and the 
overwhelming need to hurt whoever did this to him, whoever hurt what was hers is jarring. 


Before her thoughts can take her completely, his hand plants itself on the side of her neck. 
Thumb moving beneath her chin to pull her eyes back to his. 


“Stay with me.” He tells her and she breathes, closing her eyes so she can calm her anger. 
When they open again, she finds herself nodding. She’ll stay with him, in this moment, and a 
part of her wonders if she’Il ever be able to leave him once its over. 


Aleksander's palm shifts so he can grip the back of her neck and pull her in once again. His 
free hand moves to push the robe off her shoulders. She shrugs, aiding his efforts of ridding 
her of her clothes. When she’s free, her hands move to his back. Making a home for 
themselves against the skin. She can feel the scars beneath her fingertips. Scars from past 
lives, lives she would never know. 


Her mind drifts away from the past when his lips slip past hers so they can trail down her 
neck. Alina inhales a shaky breath, hands moving to his neck. Diving into the soft tufts of 
dark hair as his hands push the fabric of her nightgown. Letting it bunch around her thighs. 
Slightly, she pulls herself up, using him as an anchor so he can push her clothes even further. 
Leaving the silk resting on her waist and her only undergarment exposed to him. 


Aleksander licks at her collar bone, sucking and biting. Marking her as his. 


She’s slick and warm when his fingers glide between her thighs, lightly grazing her slit. A 
sharp pulse of need runs through her at his touch. She's aching for him. He groans at the 
sensation as Alina’s hips buck towards his fingers. 


“Not yet. Patience /yubimaya, you’|1 get what you need. I promise.” He whispers into her 
skin and she resists the urge to cry out in opposition. Aleksander grazes her one last time and 
Alina cannot fight the whimper that falls from her lips. She wants him to do it again. No, she 
wants him to stop grazing and apply pressure. 


He doesn’t. 


Instead, his teeth bite down on the thin strap of her nightgown. Tugging it until half her chest 
is exposed to him. The room is cold and she feels her nipple harden at the exposure. 


“Aleksa-” His name is silenced with her own cry as his mouth wraps around the nub. Circling 
it with his tongue and she finds herself panting beneath the warmth. Eyes fluttering close and 
losing herself in the sensation. She barely registers his hand moving from her thigh to her 
shoulder. Only slightly aware of the rest of her gown coming down until she’s on full display 
for the world around them. Not the world. Only him. All for him. 


When he pulls away she hisses, having grown so used to the warmth of his tongue that the 
cool air turns chilling when it hits wet skin. 


Her eyes open wide, acutely aware of the way Aleksander takes in her body. She is naked, 
save for her waist which is slightly covered by clustered fabric and the thin cotton concealing 
her core. Not much is left to the imagination. 


He isn’t easy to read but something in the back of Alina’s mind flickers like a lantern, he 
thinks she’s- 


“Beautiful.” He finishes and she grins, a little more content with herself after hearing his 
appraisal. 


This time, his hand reaches for the breast he hadn’t tasted. He trails along her nub before 
pinching it between two fingers. Alina seethes at the unexpected pain, squirming her hips 
slightly before he releases her. Moving to trail his fingers lightly up the curve. He doesn’t 
stop until his hand is resting between her shoulder and neck. Holding her still. 


“Before I do what I want with you,” His voice is raspy and dark, she feels dizzy at the words. 
“T need to know if you’re okay with this. I need to know that if this is to happen, you won’t 
regret it in the aftermath. That this is what you truly want. Am I what you want Alinochka ?” 


She softens at the name, a new term of endearment no one had ever referred to her as. It 
warms her cunt. 


Despite all that is visible to him, his gaze never wavers from her own as he waits for an 
answer. He’s serious and there is more in his words that go beyond this war room. 


This is more than sex. He wants all of her. Everything she is and everything she will be. And 
Alina, she wants him the same. 


The revelation leaves her hot. 


“Yes,” she assures, adjusting herself on the table as her wetness grows. 


The smile that spreads on his face is unlike anything she’s ever seen. It almost alarms her, 
how quickly his demeanor changes. She breathes heavily as his hand moves to grip her neck. 
Its firm, almost strict. Alina represses the moan that threatens to leave her at the action. 


“Good.” 


He doesn’t say anything else, even if he did she probably wouldn’t have made sense of it. All 
too swiftly the hand on her throat is pushing her down against the table. Her back makes 
contact with a few of the pieces; of the men’s lives in Aleksander’s hands. She doesn’t 
register that or them. 


She’s too focused on the way one of his hands trail from her neck, between her breasts while 
the other pulls her undergarments down, freeing one of her legs from them. Alina struggles to 
gain control of her breathing at his movements. 


The room darkens and anxiety slightly prickles in her chest as she feels something that isn’t 
Aleksander wrap around her thighs like ropes. Its soft but strong enough to pry her legs apart 
and keep them apart. 


She realizes just why when she twitches at the feel of Aleksander’s breath between her legs. 


It dawns on her that it’s his shadows materializing on her skin. Keeping her open for him and 
something in her burns at the knowledge. It was his power, his power binding her to him. As 
it always has. 


He breathes again and hot pulses of desire race through her as she anticipates his next move. 
For a moment she lies there, still and hyper-aware of her position. Insecurity rising at the lack 
of movement from his end. Had he seen her and lost all desire? Was she not what he wanted? 


“Aleksander ple-” 


She's silenced completely by his next action. His tongue runs up her slit and her thighs quake 
unconsciously at the motion. He does it again, and again. Slowly, torturously as she struggles 
to stay still before him. 


She wants more. Cries for it but he ignores her demands. Enjoying the agitated mess he 
makes of her with his teasing. 


Alina would slap him if she could sit up and face him. Instead, hot tears of frustration well in 
the corner of her eyes. He wants her begging. She won’t. She- 


All coherent thoughts are lost when he sucks on her clit. He takes his time feasting on her, 
relishing in the way she tastes on his tongue. Alina almost weeps at the sudden pleasure, eyes 
threatening to roll into the back of her skull as hedonic waves course through her. 


She can feel it build, the pressure in her gut. It's all-consuming, nearing the edge. Alina can 
almost taste the intensity of the relief that had yet to come before it's ripped away from her all 
too quickly. 


A scream of pure frustration rips from her throat. Her eyes open and she looks ahead. At the 
man denying her what she truly wants. What she needs. 


This time, tears do leave her eyes as Aleksander smiles wickedly. 


“T was so close, why would yo-” 


“Because I can.” He finishes before her question can even fully be posed. It is then, Alina 
realizes that she’s not just dealing with Aleksander, the man she rode horses with, the man 
who told her about his childhood, about his loneliness just moments ago. 


She’s dealing with The Darkling as well. The Black General. The most feared man in Ravka. 
One of the cruelest beings on the planet. Cruelty she never thought he’d show her. Until now. 


“Please, please just-” She doesn’t realize she’s begging until his smile widens. She doesn’t 
register the way her hips buck towards him or the way she drips from the table to the floor. 
All she knows is the burning ache in her cunt. The ache only he can relieve. 


“Please what, moy kotenok ?” 


Never has she ever felt so weak. So exposed. So wanton. 


It’s overwhelming. Dizzying and addictive. 


And it was all for him. For her Aleksander. 


“Please sasha , make me feel better. Make me cum. Please.” 


Something in his eyes darkens and for a moment, Alina wonders if she's said the wrong thing. 
Pushed the wrong buttons, but then she feels the shadows tighten around her skin. Her gaze 
flickers between her legs to meet the hard tent in the silk of Aleksander’s night pants. The 
room darkens and she can feel the energy radiating off him, crackling like a fire. Lightning 
readying itself to strike. 


She hadn’t said the wrong thing, she had said exactly what he wanted to hear. What he 
needed to hear. 


Alina's gaze shifts back up to meet his own but Aleksander is already lowering himself so 
that he's once again, eye level with her cunt. She squirms against his cool breath just like 
before, anticipation getting the best of her as her head lies back down and she focuses on the 
black ceiling above. Trying to steady her breathing. 


Nothing could’ve prepared her for what he inflicts on her body next. There are no light licks 
at her clit, no precise and perfected motions with his tongue. This time, when he eats her, it’s 
raw and its rhythm cannot be foretold. 


She lit a newfound hunger in him with her begging. He treats her cunt like a dying man 
would treat freshwater. He laps and sucks in ways she can’t fully comprehend. The pressure 
in her gut comes faster than before. Blooming deep within her and its strong; powerful. 


She had been close to this before, with past partners and a curious hand in the dead of night. 
Even experienced some, shallow and forgetful waves. Just enough to relax her body and set it 
at ease so she could sleep. 


This was not that. 


This was heady, pervading all senses. His cold tongue on her, lighting her ablaze from the 
outside in. 


Alina's throat burns from the noise she’s making. If any servants had walked by, there 
would’ve been no question of what was happening here. Petty gossip passed around the 
kitchens come morning. She didn’t have it in her to care. 


Her thighs are shaking and if not for his shadows they’d be crushing the darkling’s skull. 
Curses she hadn’t used in years spill from her lips. At one point, a saint’s name slips from her 


tongue and she isn’t sure whether it's in thanks or a cry for help. For a savior who could free 
her from the intense effect, Aleksander had on her body. 


Some part of her is fearful, unsure if she’s ready for the consequences of what will follow this 
encounter. That part of her is silenced when two of Aleksander’s fingers slip through the 
wetness of her folds and curl up. Touching a place she hadn’t known existed. 


He does it again and she can feel her eyes roll back and her whole body twitch. The pain of 
his war pieces sinking into her skin are background noise in comparison. 


“Cum moye solnishko . Cum for me.” 


And like a good subject, she listens. 


It comes in waves, crashing into her all at once. Her orgasm floods her senses, leaving her 
blind to the outside world. A distant cry sounds and only moments after does Alina realize it 
came from her throat. It's almost too much, she’s unprepared and ill-equipped for what he’s 
unleashed in her. 


Almost. 


Warmth spreads throughout her body and she can feel the power radiating through her as she 
rides the high he’s provided. She’s not sure if it lasts seconds or minutes, all she knows is that 
it consumes. She forgets to breathe under the feeling. Her vision turns black for a moment 
and in that moment, she’s floating in the heavens above. When it comes back to her. When 
she can breathe again and the pleasure subsides, she finds Aleksander staring down at her in 
awe. Having stood from his place, lips wet with her slick. 


“Beautiful.” He mutters. 


She’s breathing heavy, confused as she lies still. Boneless on his war table. Alina swallows as 
the shadows release her, allowing her legs to fall on the edge of the table. She can feel her 


wetness leaking. A combination of her pleasure and Aleksander’s kisses. 


He is still staring and as her mind comes back to coherency and sense, a growing feeling of 
embarrassment creeps up her chest. 


“What is?” She breathes out, throat already turning sore. 


“You are Alinochka .” 


Weakly, she finds herself smiling at his words. 


“Really?” 


“Yes,” he returns the gesture, and a newfound warmth blooms in her chest, beyond the source 
coming from her cunt. 


“Watching you fall apart was like watching the sunrise zolotse . You are...like no other.” 


This is the first time she’s heard something like that and believes it. She was unlike any other, 
she was special, uniquely made, the sun-summonert. 


His sun summoner. 


“Your power called to you when you finished, didn’t it?” 


It was only when he said it did she realize it was true. She had felt its surge. 


“Your eyes, they turned white. Just for a moment, I could see the sun in your fingertips. For a 
moment, I could see dawn right here.” His fingers gently trail over her slit and she winces, 
oversensitive and hyper-reactive to his touch. 


“Are you saying I-that part of me...it called the sun?” 


The knowledge takes her by surprise, she knew Grisha's power could be triggered from 
intense emotion but she never even thought it could...could find itself in an emotion like that. 
She never thought it could come from any part of her but her hands. Yet it had, it had shone 
from her eyes...from her cunt. For him. 


He had done that to her. Awakened power in her without even trying. 


Aleksander nods, a slight smirk on his face as he does. She would roll her eyes if she thought 
it was an undeserved feeling of accomplishment. But it was more than deserved, what he had 
just done to her entitled him to his overconfidence. To his annoying sly smile. Instead of 
scolding him or turning away, she laughs. 


She laughs because this was all so ridiculous. 


Never had she ever thought she’d be here, one of the most powerful Grisha alive being torn 
apart by the darkling. His mouth, the only weapon he needed. 


“What’s so funny?” 


He’s so informal with her and it makes her laugh even harder. She doesn’t know how to 
answer him without sounding like a fool. Still, she finds herself speaking. 


“You. Me. This. All of it. I just-it doesn’t feel real. Not really.” Alina tells him honestly, a 
wide smile on her features. 


His hand moves to her thigh and she stills, all humor gone. 


“Tt's real, it's all very real zolotse .” 


He rubs against her through the restraints of his silk garment. Despite her light having been 
extinguished, the entire room has remained dark. 


His hand moves from her thigh, traveling the smooth expanse of her stomach then her torso, 
and settling on her right breast. Palm completely engulfing the flesh and gripping it lightly. 
She moans, eyes threatening to flutter close at the feel of him. 


“Tell me Alinochka , are you strong enough to take me? To coax the darkness out of me the 
way I have your light.” 


She stares at him, eyes wide and unsure. The thought of him, of having him fully was almost 
terrifying. The pleasure she had just felt had been blinding and it hadn’t even been all of him. 
It had been just his mouth and the sweet words that slipped from it. 


Aleksander feels her tense and immediately, his smile slips away. He pulls away from her 
altogether and she feels cold in his absence. 


“You should rest.” 


He’s taken a step back as Alina manages to push herself up. Her arms feel like jelly, her legs 
even more so but still...she knows what she wants. She doesn’t want him to leave. Not yet. 
Not ever. 


She wants him. She wants more. 


Alina is once again his equal as she sits up straight. This time, it is her reaching for him. 
Pulling him close and back where he belongs with the waistband of his pants. When he 


settles between her thighs, she tugs the silk down and over his flesh. Exposing him to her 
and saints, he’s everything she’d ever imagined and more. 


Before she can close the distance completely, let him fill her and swallow his length wholly 
with her cunt, he stops her. 


“You don’t have to do this. You don’t owe me anything.” 


She knows that, she knows that when he tasted her it was for both of them, not just one. Just 
like this would be, just like everything they ever did would be. 


“T want to feel you. All of you. I want you to fill me whole.” She whispers plainly, she had 
never felt this comfortable being bare and wanting the way she was with him. She had never 
felt more like herself than she did right now. 


Alina watches as desire creeps back into his features at her words. Her smile follows suit as 
she wraps her hand around him, revels in the hiss that slips past his lips at the contact. In the 
pulse of his length on her fingertips. 


She guides him to her and when he rubs himself against her folds, she sighs. She’s sensitive 
and with the pleasure comes a slight ache reminding her just how spent she is. Just how much 
it had just experienced. 


Still, Alina wants more. 


This time, it's Aleksander who moves himself against her. Covering the tip of his cock in her 
slick, she hears him groan as they both stare down at the action. Alina’s hands drift from him 
to his pelvis, up to his torso and chest until her hand is on his shoulder. Her other hand resting 
on his waist. 


Slowly, he glides into her heat. There’s a slight sting in her cunt at the feeling of being 
stretched while still sensitive. The feeling of him filling her whole overwhelms the pain. 
Aleksander sighs as he bottoms out, she moans at the feeling of him, eyes fluttering close at 


the sensation. Alina moves to rest her head on his shoulder as she feels him pull out, biting 
her tongue at the absence. He’s not missed long before the action is repeated almost as 
quickly as it ended. 


He’s gentle, careful not to hurt her. His motions are steady and controlled. Alina mewls as the 
leisurely pace, she can hear his uneven breathing in her ear and a weak pulse beats in her core 
at the sound. 


After minutes of this, she can feel her ache return and long for more. She wants more. She 
felt him controlled before, she likes him better wild and undone. 


Alina’s grip on his shoulder tightens, almost painful as she digs into the skin. Moving closer 
in an attempt to match his rhythm. She’s greedy with him despite already having had so 
much. 


The change in demeanor is not missed by Aleksander. He moves so his arm can hook around 
her waist. His other hand shifted them back so his palm can rest on the table behind her. 


He braces himself and Alina’s free arm wraps around his torso. His thrusts grow faster, 
harder and she can feel a tear slip down her cheek at the feeling. From pleasure or pain, she’s 
not sure. She doesn’t want him to stop. 


He grunts against her neck as he fills her up, over and over again, making a home of her. 


She curses in Ravkan before her teeth sink themselves into the skin of his shoulder. The noise 
that rips from his throat is animalistic, deep, and comes with a surge of power that radiates 
off him and resonates in her heat. 


Alina feels herself grow close as he fucks her. She grips him for life as he angles himself up 
and into the spot of hers his fingers had met just minutes ago. There is pain. But the pleasure 
is far more powerful. 


She whines, teeth gripping harder at his skin. He breaths shakily and she knows that both her 
bite and her grip on his shoulder are painful. She hears pieces on the table clatter and fall as 
he moves. 


Aleksander fucks her in the way she was meant to be fucked. He drives into her deep and she 
swallows him whole. Over and over again. 


He’s a perfect fit, filling her in a way the boys before him never could. Never could imagine. 


Her legs wrap around the small of his back, pulling him impossibly closer. The only thing 
keeping them steady is his hand on the table. 


The pressure grows larger. Weaker but present nonetheless. Aleksander pulls from her neck 
to rest his forehead on her own. Alina cries at the new position, releasing his skin. Her mouth 
falling agape at the new angle. 


He moans when she pants. He pants when she moans. 


She can feel it building in him, some part in the back of her mind just knows. She can feel 
how her light is just as consuming as his dark. It’s both a relief and a source of madness for 
him. 


Her eyes screw themselves shut as she nears her end. The word please leaves her mouth over 
and over again. It grows more and more strained with each thrust. 


He’s mumbling things in Ravkan. Old Ravkan, words she’s never heard but can only assume 
indicate he’s on the edge. 


When it comes, the flood is calmer. It rushes through her, relieving the fire he ignited. Her 
mouth opens in a silent scream as she's taken on another high. He follows suit, motions 
growing sloppy as he finishes. She knows she’s made him undone and the knowledge fills her 
with too much pride. 


His spurts are warm and welcome as they saturate her insides. Filling her up, leaving her 
breathless. 


Slowly her eyes open, just enough to watch as he pulls himself out of her. A dull ache pulses 
in his absence, she feels somewhat cold without him. Instead of focusing on it, Alina stares at 
the string of juices that connects his cock to her slit. A lazy smile on her face at the sight 
before she moves to look up at him. 


Aleksander’s gaze is already on her. There’s light in them as he breathes heavy, matching her 
state. He’s more relaxed than she’s ever seen him, more human. 


“Amazing Alinochka, amazing.” He rasps and Alina can feel her smile widen. A small part of 
her relishes in the praise as he moves to kiss the top of her head. 


“And all mine,” he mumbles into her hair, tone deeper and darker than before. 


It shouldn’t make her shiver the way it does. 


He laughs at her reaction. He laughs and she wants to drown in the sound. Save it in a music 
box and replay it for all eternity. 


He’s beautiful, timeless. 


And he’s hers. 


All hers. 


Aleksander pulls away a moment after that and she watches as he tucks his soft cock back 
into his pants before moving away from her. Her eyes follow him, resisting the urge to fall 


back and let sleep consume her right here on his scrambled war plans. His kefta lies in the 
comer of the room on a black leather chair, he grabs it before returning in front of her. 


She isn’t prepared for when the soft velvet rubs gently against her core. A small whimper 
leaves her as he cleans the oversensitive flesh with it. He pulls away and moves to wipe her 
wetness from the table with the same article of clothing. He lifts each of her thighs and wipes 
beneath them too. Alina lets him take care of her. She obliges when he pulls her bunched-up 
nightgown from her waist and tells her to put both arms where they need to be so he can slip 
the fabric up again to cover her chest fully. 


He doesn’t bother with her undergarments. Pulling the damp fabric from her foot where it’s 
fallen and moves to tuck it into the waistband of his pants. She chuckles at that, even more so 
when he gives her a knowing look. 


Alina listens when he tells her to pull her arms through the holes of her robes and watches 
when he finds his on the floor and slips it over his skin. Concealing them both physically 
from what just occurred here. When he motions for her to get down she does so, unaware of 
the wetness her foot would catch in. Even more unaware of how weak her legs were until she 
was falling before the damp state of her foot could fully register. 


Aleksander catches her with a slight laugh and hoists her up into his arms. Carrying her with 
ease. He tells her to turn the knob of the door with her free hand and she obeys, he thanks her, 
calling her zolotse once more and it makes her smile again. Warmed by his words. He opens 
it fully and carries her into the hall. 


It is then that she becomes aware of the guard on the other side. A guard who's been there for 
saints knows how long. If she weren’t so tired, she would be embarrassed. 


If he heard what just happened, he didn’t let on. Instead, he listens to Aleksander when he 
tells him to fetch a maid to clean the mess they’ ve made. 


He doesn’t wait to see if he’s listened instead, Alina hears his retreating steps as 
confirmation. Her eyes drift close as he carries her through the castle halls and when he rests 
her in bed, it's firmer than hers with smoother sheets. Silk. 


Her eyes peek open slightly to register their color. Black. 


It makes her feel even warmer. 


She faintly registers the feel of something soft on her foot, wiping the drying wetness from it. 
Before warm covers fall on her body. 


“Rest Alinochka , we’|l speak when you’ve regained your strength.” He mumbles before 
kissing her on the top of her head again. 


She hums in agreement before her exhaustion consumes her whole. 


What she doesn’t see is the way Aleksander watches her in content as she lies in his bed. She 
doesn’t see the slight smile that curves on his lips at the sound of her light snores. She doesn’t 
feel the weight of him when he joins her, drifting to sleep at her side 


He’ll wake before her, as he always will. He’ll kiss her to calm her nerves as the realization 
of what they’d done, all they’d done settles in her lively, refreshed mind. 


But that would come later. 


For now, they laid side by side. Dark and Light, Good and Evil, Yin and Yang. 


His sun summoner and her darkling. Together. As it always should be. 


End Notes 


lemme know what you think, kinda feel like this is the best smut I've ever written. 


zolotse - my golden 

alinochka - sweet form of alina 
lyubimaya - my beloved, my lovely 
moye solnishko - my sunshine 

moy kotenok - my kitten 

sasha - short for aleksander 
(according to twitter, lol) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


